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Author's Notes: 

Yes, this is a real movie called (surprise surprise) Divorce Italian-Style. It's one of my favourite movies and 
its absolutely twisted. | was rewatching it since it's such a snowy day here and | needed a good laugh. I'd read 
an interview where Euronymous said he liked different cultures and stuff from different cultures so | could 


imagine him collecting foreign movies. Since this is what | was re-watching, | decided to use this one. 


Faust watches apathetically as Ferdinando's father dies of a stroke. 
"So.. Are they gonna kill the bitch or what?" He huffs, leaning against the couch arm. 


"Patience, Eithun, Patience" Euronymous says absentmindedly, his nose is buried in paper work as Faust sighs 


and hangs himself off of the sofa arm. 


This is so boring. Euronymous put the film on because its a snowy day here in Norway and there's nothing 
better to do but wallow around. Helvete is closed for the weekend and all the inventory has already been 


completed. 


Faust sighs. Euronymous chose this weird Italian comedy from the bOs probably because he thought Faust 
would appreciate the dark humour involved but all Faust finds himself doing is trying to keep up with the 
subtitles. 


"Are they or aren't they?" Faust asks kicking out at him, he's ready to just be done with it. If boredom was a 


string to be measured with, Faust has enough of it to make a noose and hang himself. 
‘I'm not telling you, just keep watching.” Euronymous shakes his head, jotting something down on the paper. 


Faust thinks the idea of the man killing his wife in order to date a younger, prettier blonde sounded compelling 
and twisted enough, until he found out that Angela's actress was only a teenager at the time and his cousin 
Still, the young drummer was hoping on a death scene but knowing the 1960s, and romantic comedies in general, 
Ferdinando was probably just going to realize the error of his ways, find Rosalia and tell her he loves her and 


that he's sorry. 
He turns away and looks out the window. Yep, still snowing. 


Twenty minutes ago he called Frost to ask him if he wanted to hang out but Frost said he's too busy working 
on music with Satyr. He also called Samoth and Ihsahn to see if they wanted some good ol' fashioned male 
bonding but Samoth is with his grandmother and Ihsahn is cramming for his exams, Manheim isn't answering 


his calls and that leaves him to make due with Euronymous's company. 

Faust raises his head to look at him, Euronymous has his hair tied up and he's wearing a sweater that's way 
too big on him. He looks a little scruffy and Faust can't help but wonder if his relationship status has a part in 
his choice of movie. 

"Are you still upset about Bjørg dumping you?" He suddenly asks, much to the guitarist's surprise: 

"What? No!" Euronymous scowls, his face going pink as he crunches his eyebrow together. 


Faust frowns and sits up, crossing his legs as he leans over and pokes out at Euronymous's cheek: 


"IFs cool if you are, I'm here for you man" Although he'd really rather Euronymous have been honest about 


that, Faust gets the feeling he's not. 


He's never liked her anyway, he wasn't surprised to find out the bitch dumped him for Varg. Suppose that's 
another one down, and Faust finds himself wondering it's a bad thing that he's this jealous over Euronymous. 
They're supposed to be friends. 


"| don't. don't feel trivial emotions like heartbreak" The older man mumbles, his face scrunching. Faust keeps 
poking at his full cheeks, admiring the stubble that Euronymous has been too down to shave off properly. He 
wants to tell Euronymous that he looks better without that stupid Fu Manchu and that he should just grow 


out a beard. Faust chooses to say nothing out of fear of angering him. 


Euronymous eventually cracks under Faust's prying stare, he sighs and tucks away the clipboard as Faust tilts 


his head expectantly. 
"Finel I'm pissed about it! Wouldn't you be too? You'd expect them to have a bit more class instead of swapping 
spit everywhere they know I'd bel" He hisses, his face turning even redder as Faust nods, cringing at the fresh 


memory of Varg and Euronymous's ex practically swallowing down each other's tongues. 


"I'd be pissed too, it hurt when my girlfriend dumped me." Faust points out, only be quickly invalidated by 


Euronymous: 

"You're eighteen" 

"So?" Faust raises an eyebrow. 

"So I'm.older than you." He says slowly, shaking his head and looking down, 

Faust wishes Euronymous would realize that they're sitting here on his/their couch dressed in their least evil 
looking clothing. That Euronymous can walk around in pyjama bottoms with a sleeping fox pattern and Faust 
won't judge him, and that Faust trusts him not to judge his blue monogrammed jumper. That they can be their 
realest, truest selves around each other. Euronymous couldn't let himself do that with Bjørg, at least, not to 
Faust's knowledge. 

He looks down at their fluffy, woollen socks, biting off some of the black nail polish on his thumb. 

"Did you love her?" Faust ask, and Euronymous's eyes widen 

"Did you?" He urges, even if he probably won't like the answer. 


"No." his voice is soft as satin, "I'm upset that | wasted so much of my time and energy on her." 


"So you want someone who won't waste your time?" Faust asks, realizing that he's reaching out to take off 


Euronymous's glasses. 


Most people don't even know he needs them, Faust thinks, he never leaves his apartment without his contacts. 


He looks better without them. 
"Yeah." Euronymous nods, looking at him confusedly. Faust brushes his fingers against his cheekbone. 


"Im here for you, you know." he says quietly, not even paying attention when Ferdinando gets spat at and 


resolves to murder his wife for good. 


"I know." Euronymous nods, his eyebrows furrowing as Faust keeps studying him, stuck between to do or not to 
do. Something in the atmosphere tells him he should He should kiss Euronymous. It's written all over his face. 


"Bard?" Euronymous asks meekly, feeling the drummer push his straggly black hair out of the way. 

"Yeah?" 

"What are you doing?" 

Without thinking anymore, Faust closes the distance between them, gently pressing his lips against 
Euronymous's. To his surprise, Euronymous doesn't push him right off and tell him that he's a sick faggot, he 
just sits there frozen in place. 

Faust wonders if he just made a horrible mistake and if he's ruined their friendship for good but then 
Euronymous responds, ever so slightly leaning into him as Faust tightens his arms around him and cradles his 
warmth. 


They pull apart for air. 


"l'm here for you.l'm here with you." Faust corrects, pressing his forehead to the guitarists as he nods shyly, 


his eyes downcast. 


He doesn't have that prissy look on his face now, and his features aren't constricted with malice, instead 


Euronymous's face softens with something confused, yet ultimately welcoming. 


Faust kisses him again, and this time he responds instantly, his trembling hands tangling in Fausts long brown 
hair. Faust tilts his head, deepening their kiss before the sounds of gunshots break them apart: 


"So he does kill her!" Faust says, pleased, watching as Ferdinando runs away from the cliffs clutching his gun 
and he doesn't miss the little smile on Euronymous's face as well. 


The End 


